HONGKONG—MACAO
ing were easily broken—we drove out with Mr. T. Y. Liu
to visit General Huang Shao-yung, Governor of Che-kiang
Province. The Governor's headquarters are in a small vil-
lage at the foot of the mountains. By the time we had
arrived there it was already quite dark. Guided by sol-
diers with flashlights, we crossed an unevenly paved bridge
over the mountain-stream, and stumbled through a gar-
den to the door of a cottage. Just inside the cottage hung
a linen curtain upon which was projected, as in a post-
war German horror-film, the huge, distorted, crouching
shadow of the Governor himself.
The Governor wasn't at all horrific, however. He was a
ponderous, crop-haired man with a jolly laugh, somewhat
resembling a Prussian officer of the least formidable type.
He offered at once not only to give us passes to visit the
front but to send us there in his own car. We could see
everything, we gathered, quite easily and quickly, and be
back at Kin-hwa within two or three days. The Governor
also explained the military situation. He seems to think
that we shall have no difficulty in getting down to Ningpo
when this journey is over.
This evening we dined at the hotel with Mr. Liu, his
wife, and a charming, boyish maj or who has been wounded
three times in the fighting round Shanghai. 'Major Yang*,
we were told, by way of introduction., 6does not fear death.'
Major Yang speaks no English; he could only smile and
repeatedly raise his glass to our health. He and Mr. Liu
drink cognac as though it were a light table-wine. We did
our best to follow suit. Meanwhile, T. Y. Liu described
the very serious operation he had undergone two years
ago in Shanghai. By the end of the meal Auden and I
were so drunk that we even ventured to criticize the Chi-
nese habit of spitting. Mr. Liu agreed that it was disgust-
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